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NIKKO ESPINA is your regular Christmas-loving mermaid. 
He ls filled with a serious love for sunshine, oceans, adventur- 
ous men, and the good times. With a major in English and a 
minor in Environmental Policy, Nikko plans to venture to the 
West Coast and pursue a career in acting after graduation, in 
addition to joining the Peace Corps. Down the line, while he’s 
making award-winning films and working for the United Na- 
tions, we’ll probably find him living by the ocean in Hawaii, 
mirroring his upbringing by the seaside in Neptune, New Jer- 
sey. Needless to say, Nikko wants to keep this world a beautiful 
place, and we couldn’t be happier he decided to start his future 
by writing for the Review. 

Pieces of Mandaue, page 10 


JORDAN WASON is a left-handed renaissance man. He re- 
cently turned his life around, switching from neuroscience to a 
Mason Gross BFA with a concentration in drawing. He loves to 
incorporate scientific and mathematical elements into his art, 
and makes it a habit to do a quick copy of a masterwork every 
morning (you know, the usual morning activity). This ex-skater 
kid grew up in the woods, and casually holds dual citizenship 
in Australia, frequently travelling there to visit family. As if this 
isn’t enough, he also sings, plays guitar and piano, swing danc- 
es, and has been reading a lot of Poe lately. Jordan’s goal is to 
find a way to support all his interests, either through the anima- 
tion industry, storyboarding, or illustrating, and his work can be 
found in the Review and at jordanscottwason.weebly.com. 
Therapists’ Chairs, page 38 


ALLISON CHAYYA is a New Jersey native and an English 
major who collects giraffes (likenesses, not the actual animals). 
She also enjoys being barefoot. Her passion for tattoos and 
words is only eclipsed by her intense passion for Mark Ruffalo. 
She has dreams of being an editor at an indie press and liv- 
ing in a devastatingly bohemian fourth-floor walkup. For now, 
you can read her lovely prose in this issue and on her tumblr 
(startswithashove.tumblr.com), and if you’re really interested in 
getting on her good side, talk to her about feminism, or ask her 
about her cat Zelda. 

Ink on Skin, page 30 


ategorization 18 inherent to the human condi- 

tion. We are constantly seeking to be “classified,” 

for other people to tell us who we are and what 

we should do and how we should do it. We al- 
low these classifications to contribute to our identities, and 
more importantly, how we define ourselves. We accept clas- 
sifications that do not take into account all of our eccentrici- 
ties, and which oversimplify our ver plicated selves. We 
even accept criticism for things we cannot control, based on 
what society deems “acceptable”—even if we ourselves find 
fault in the logic. In this issue we explore gender politics and 
we grapple with our identities. We reflect on who we are 
as college students and as people, and we clas ourselves 
through any available means, whether it be through nicely- 
formatted quizzes or seriously-contemplated social perspec- 
tives. Through our exploration, we’ve discovered that our 
identities are compiled of so much more than we originally 
thought— we are complex individuals who hate and love and 
think and laugh and cry. Yet we are at a crossroads, at which 


we struggle to define ourselves and need to be told who we 


are because, in fact, we don’t know who we are. So rather 
than drinking your way through an existential crisis, sit back 
and let us tell you you’re doing just fine. 
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GIRL 


CODE 


A GUIDELINE TO DECODING THE FEMALE SPECIES 


BY SUZY ALBANESE 


Although of the feminine breed, I have considerable trouble understanding girl code. 
Im not here to say, “I hate girls,” and definitely not claiming to be such a unique 
specimen that I can’t relate to them. I’m not even going to delve into the more serious 
topic of female bullies— Mean Girls did a great job portraying that accurately. Re- 
cently though, I’ve been trying to decode the cryptic mysticism that is girl code. 


In my efforts to help out any fellow pariahs, Гое composed some guidelines to 
follow when encountering the aforementioned species: 


DON'T ASSUME THAT A GIRL ACTUALLY MEANS 
THE WORDS SHE’S SPEAKING. 
A girl can tell you she loves your dress, then whisper to 
her friend how it brings out your beached whaleness. A 
girl may smile and make small talk with you, then rip 
you to shreds like a scene from Shark Week, the second 
you re out of earshot. Girls are notorious for false nice- 
ties as well as snarky comments just meant to hurt you. 


JUST BECAUSE YOU'RE FRIENDS WITH A GIRL 
IN ORGANIC CHEMISTRY NOW, DOESN'T MEAN YOU'LL 
STILL BE FRIENDS NEXT SEMESTER. 
There is no rhyme or reason to this; it’s just what girls 
do. Be prepared for her to walk right past you, looking 
the other way or laughing with friends. No, she’s not 
oblivious. She’s intentionally avoiding you while simul- 
taneously hoping she looks cuter than you. 


6000 LUCK AND GODSPEED TRYING TO UNDERSTAND 
A FEMALE WITH BOY TROUBLES. 
Men are generally straightforward (be it good or bad). 
But Miss Girl will reread his text eighteen times until 
she’s positive his “I’m tired” meant “I hate you and nev- 
er want to talk to you again.” 


DO NOT; | REPEAT, DO NOT, BRING UP A 
GIRL'S EATING HABITS. 

Girls do not like their food intake to be the center of 
attention ever. Girls have the right to change their mind 
about that brownie at any time. Chocolate is an ex- 
ception to dieting. It’s obviously just their time of the 
month, and you’d be cruel to question that. Girls can be 
on a juice cleanse one day and eat a five course meal the 
next. Calorie counting ceases when tequila shots ensue. 
And a night out without pizza is just sacrilegious. 


Now, these are just my novice tips’ debut. 17] get back to you when І can 


publish official rules on getting past females completely unscathed. In 
the meantime, girls, focus on your own enigmatic language. Make sure 
you aren’t committing some of these cryptic crimes that inevitably lead 


to other girls’ nightmares and tears. ዕ 
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THE RIGHT PROFILE 


BY LYANNE MARRERO 


More and more people I know have started online dat- 
ing Now I know what you're thinking, but no, none 
of them are particularly hideous or soctally inept. 

Í knew things were for real when my best friend, 
quite the vivacious social butterfly, told me she had 
recently joined Plenty of Fish and began urging me 
to do so as well. After literally two hours of nagging, 
I finally gave in. 

The online dating world can be pretty terrifying. 
Since Í find that common sense isn’t too common these 
days, I thought Га share some advice to help you stay 
safe and make the most of your experience. 


CULTURE 


IF YOU’RE GOING TO BE SERIOUS, BE SERIOUS. 
What I mean is, watch what you put on your profile because 
it definitely determines your matches and the people who con- 
tact you. 


USE A SEMI-FAKE NAME. 

I suggest а middle name or nickname you don’t really go by, 
Le. if your name is Margaret and you usually go by Maggie, 
call yourself Meg. If you want a totally fake name, then by all 
means go ahead. 1 just think it might be harder to explain later 
on if you really hit it off with someone. 


OBVIOUSLY BE CAREFUL WITH YOUR 
INFORMATION. 

Mention neither the town you live in nor the school you go to. 
I know Rutgers is a huge place, and maybe Pm a bit paranoid 
but still, Whenever people ask what school I go to Pm usually 
just honest: “Га tell you but you might be a slasher.” 


WATCH WHAT YOUR PHOTO SAYS ABOUT YOU. 
Assuming you’re there to date or just make friends, Pd recom- 
mend something modest. Don’t be half-naked, or striking a 
pose, or sticking your tongue out in that come-hither fashion. 


BE PREPARED FOR CREEPS. 

Unfortunately, even after you’ve taken all of these precautions 
you will get some uncomfortable propositions. I for one was to- 
tally shocked the first time some guy told me he was “clean and 
shaved” then gave me his address. Just thought Pd warn you. 


PM HOPING THIS GOES WITHOUT SAYING, 

BUT MEET IN A PUBLIC PLACE DURING THE DAY. 
They will definitely offer to drive you but unless being chopped 
up into a million pieces is your thing, don’t do it. 1 recommend 
a quick daytime coffee date. That way, if it sucks, at least you’re 
not going to be there forever. 


BE PREPARED FOR SOME SURPRISES. 

This guy told me he was 5’6” and when І got there he was 
about 52” (Fm 5°3”). So don’t freak out if they don’t look 
exactly like their picture. I personally prefer a FaceTime date 
beforehand just to make sure it’s not a 60-year-old man Pm 
talking to. 


FINALLY, RELAX AND TAKE IT FOR WHAT IT IS. 
Maybe online dating is the future but right now, I just see it 
as a supplement. It’s a bit of entertainment but don’t make it 
your whole life. 
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| HOPE THEY SERVE 
BEER IN HICKMAN HALL 


WORDS BY SPENCE BLAZAK 
PHOTO BY KATE MARCHITELLI 


Someone is losing money on an MTV reality show fol- 
lowing me around at parties, so I figured that I would 
do a Gonzo-style journalistic piece delving into the 
belly of the beast of the New Brunswick party scene 
over the course of one weekend. Many questions will 
be asked, some will be answered, then many more will 
be asked. Will Spence find love in a hopeless place? 
Will Spence meet a girl who will, as the prophet Manny 
Fresh once said, “Back Dat Azz Up”? Or I will I slink 
back to the hole in the ground from whence I came and 
just watch New Girl? 

Strange bouts of bad luck have been dealt to me 
across the plane of love. I won't go too far into it. You'll 
see. But think of me as the “anti-Tucker Max” and the 
other end of the spectrum from I Hope They Serve Beer 
In Hell. 


8 THE RUTGERS REVIEW September | October 2013 


THE WEEKEND 

Night One: Thursday. I have two classes the next morn- 
ing, so I decide I won’t go out. Next thing I know, I find 
myself at a frat party. It is hot. I start sweating like a cat 
in a cat food factory. So I decide, against all my better 
judgment, to take off my shirt. Normally the only real 
problem with this would be my self-consciousness about 
looking like a tool, but the kicker is this frat in particular 
quite often attracts a gay clientele. 

Within 3 minutes, I’m swarmed. As I strut with my 
64” frame up to a tall girl to finally drop my #1 all time 
pick-up line: “I’m the only one here tall enough to talk 
to you,” 1 am interrupted by a dude tapping me on the 
shoulder. 

Dude: “Are you gay?” 

Me: “No, I appreciate the compliment though.” 

The tall girl disappears. 

In a last ditch effort, I approach a random girl. 

Me, apathetically: “Do you want to dance?” 

Her: “Yes!” 

Wut. 

We dance. It goes well. Then she turns around and 
looks at me with a knowing glance. Oh, God. She leans 
in. Purses her lips. Says: 

“Do you sell molly?” 

Me: “Uh, no.” 

We have a strange kiss, then she walks off into the 
world. 


Night Two: I fill up a girl’s cup at a party, spill the bever- 
age on her, then she walks away. 


Night Three: My roommates and I find ourselves roam- 
ing College Ave giving up the last few shreds of our dig- 
nity and asking random freshmen if they want to come 
with us to a house party. Somehow, our one friend’s iron- 
ic mustache is enough of an icebreaker to get a group to 
come with us. 

We detour to our house. Using my 2" best pick-up 
line of all time, I ask one of the girls if she wants to hold 
our pet cat Oscar. She is immediately smitten with Oscar, 
and, by my wishful thinking transitive property, me. 

We get talking, she asks for my number, and we get 
to the party. She then goes right for my heart and tells 
me I sound “smart.” I decide to wait until later in the 
night to tell her I’m in love with her. 

The party is packed to the brim with sweaty males, 
humidity, and malaise. Avicii deafens all other sounds. 
The girl and I are separated immediately. After wander- 
ing around, I finally find her. We dance. She grabs my 
hand. She doesn’t look at me like Pm Shrek, even though 
I weigh 3 times what she does and have 16 inches on her. 


Girl: “This is a nice atmosphere. I like the neon.” 

Me: “Me too, but the company is what really makes 
it come together.” 

Girl: “What?” 

We kiss. 

The minute of time when we were lost in the dance 
of each other’s warm embrace comes to an end as she 
pulls away. 

Girl: “I...have to go.” 

Did I suck all of the happiness out of her? Did I just 
give her a dementor’s kiss?… Shit. 

Later that night, she texts me saying that she wants 
to see me again and that I was “cool.” What is this 
witchcraft? I must be in a Twilight Zone episode. 

I text her here and there after the weekend, we try 
to meet up, she keeps flaking, and that, as they say, is 
that. That’s the beauty of these stories: there is no real 
ending. No satisfying one anyway. ГЇ either never hear 


CULTURE 


damn, look at that leg cross 


from her again, or РЇЇ walk onto an LX in a few months 
and only she will be on it. 

Another weekend comes to an end, and Rutgers life 
goes on, as does my fruitless quest to find love. 


But I always have a glimmer of hope. To paraphrase 
Tom Joad from The Grapes of Wrath, wherever there is a 
girl standing in a corner at a party texting on an iPhone 
with a Taylor Swift case, Pll be there. Wherever there 
is a girl on a Rutgers bus at 4 AM who had a long day 
and wants to get home so she can watch New Girl, ГЇЇ be 
there. Whenever there is a girl with her boyfriend at the 
Applebee’s in Milltown wishing she could just get away 
from it all... 


Г] be there. 
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PIEGES OF MANDAUE 


WORDS AND PHOTOS BY NIKKO ESPINA 


On the last day of school, I spoke with my roommate 

about how surreal it felt to reach the end: “So many 

things have happened this year. It’s weird. Like, I 

knew 1 was a kiwi coming to Rutgers, but then I was 

thrown in a blender with apples, oranges, melons, 
and berries and I’m not sure what I am anymore.” 
The next morning I would fly to the Philippines and 

visit my family for three weeks. It had been six years 

since 1 last visited and I was ready to show them the 

new Nikko: brave, more open, understanding, and 

willing to try new things. 

The second I stepped off the plane, the raptur- 
ous humidity caught me in its familiar arms and I 
knew I was here. I delighted at the nostalgic scent of 
warm dust and hints of gasoline in the air. Walking 
past the airport doors, I am bombarded with a sonic 
ruckus of anonymous voices and slowly moving traf- 
fic. Automobiles and drivers holding signs infest the 
plaza. Along the back wall stands a wave of people 
anticipating timely reunions. Then I see my fam- 
ily and the kindness in their faces and we embrace; 
then they take us home. 

During the first week, I saw two naked little 
boys rolling and laughing in the dirt of a flowerless 
garden box in front of McDonald’s. I was shocked 
at how exposed they were, yet inspired by the rustic 
innocence of their oblivion. During lulls in traffic, 
food vendors armed with goodie baskets come up 
to the windows and press us to buy something, not 
leaving until we cave in or wave them away. A puz- 
zling contradiction exists between the clear squalor 
and the modernity of the malls, hotels, and things 
like Apple gadgets. Fortunately, my family lives mod- 
ernly yet modestly. They own a flat screen TV and 
computer monitor, and a Honda CRV. Some dif- 
ferences between home life here and in NJ include: 
three generations live in one house, air conditioning 
is isolated to one room, and we bathe with a bucket 
sans hot water. 

Besides the food, one of my favorite things in the 
Philippines is the movie theaters. They are mystical 
cinema houses with an air conditioned aura, larger 
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than IMAX theaters, and are spacious enough to do 


cartwheels in, which my sister did. Films roll contin- 
uously after the credits—convenient for latecomers 
and people who want to watch it again; thankfully, 
no one cares. 

Being openly LGBT here is seemingly no prob- 
lem. I saw a high number of flamboyant gays, butch 
lesbians, and transgender people everywhere: in 
the streets buying fried Asian heaven, in the forev- 
er-packed churches, at the dance pounding discos. 
One of the most endearing moments was when we 
visited my eight year old cousin BJ. While playing 
with his toy gun, he told me his heart was broken 
because his “crush” had another crush. “Put the gun 


in your heart so that no one can break it,” Í told 
him. He kept referring to his crush as “he,” so 1 85- 
sumed he had a crush on a boy. As we were leaving, 
his dad confirmed this with a gentle smile and said 
“Yes, his crush is a boy.” It was beautiful to see his 
parents have fun with it and not chastise or shame 
him for crushing on a boy, because 1 went through 
that. Seeing him so vocal about his crush and his 
innocence still intact gave me hope for myself; his 
parents took nothing away. 

Unsurprisingly, the pace of the people and 
the atmospheric pouring of monsoon-like rain re- 
mained the same. I often harked back to when we 
would all play together without the awkwardness 


that accompanies growing apart. I felt traces of my 
ghosts at 15 and before, comparing my relation- 
ships and experiences with everyone then and now. 
But when I sunk back into the rhythm, everything 
and everyone felt the same, including myself. 

A few days before we left, my grandma hugged 
me from behind for 20 long seconds—one of the 
best moments of my life. She’s over 90 now and 
it killed us all to say goodbye so soon. The wheels 
of our relationships continued to turn, but it wasn’t 
starting anew; it picked up from where we left off 
and the only thing I wanted was more time. ዕ 
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MOOCHING ALL OVER RUTGERS 


WORDS BY DAN MUNOZ 
PHOTO BY EMILY DALTON 


Mooching, also known as freeriding and freeloading, implies being 
able to live off that which is not yours. We are all moochers here 
at Rutgers, whether or not we know it. You might have gone to the 
fall involvement fair and snatched every free item you caught sight 
of. You might have gone to Bhakti Clubs’ Sacred Sounds with an 
entire case of ‘Tupperware. You might carry around a RUSA water 
bottle. This is one facet of mooching at Rutgers; tapping into the 
endless amount of free stuff available at different events on campus. 
Pens, bags, notebooks, water bottles, highlighters, condoms, daily 
planners, pins; things that would cost money otherwise. 

Some of the more important types of mooching come in the 
form of napping spots and free food. Having multiple napping 
spots across Rutgers, away from your living quarters can make life 
drastically easier. 1 have a napping spot on every campus, and even 
a few off-campus spots. All of these spots, while public, are rela- 
tively low-traffic. The “low-traffic” component is the most impor- 
tant. Napping in places such as the library, student center, academic 
buildings, or buses is not recommendable. People might steal your 
stuff, or those freaks from RU Napping might take a picture of you. 

I highly encourage having multiple napping spots, spanning 
across all the campuses. Should you ever discover an ideal nap- 
ping spot, keep the place secret, lest you suffer the fate of Hidden 
Grounds, which is ironically no longer hidden. For these reasons, 
I will not mention my current spots. I can, however, talk about a 


former spot. Over the summer I commuted to Rutgers for a class. 
At the time, the George St. Co-op/ Café was being renovated. How- 
ever, they still kept the couches in the air-conditioned room, so I 

therefore saw this as an excellent opportunity. 
ዬ In general, these sorts of excellent opportunities are unexpect- 
) ed, yet should be snatched up. Finding free food largely means be- 
ing at the right place at the right time. Гуе snatched up free samples 
at Au Bon Pain, or gone to Gerlanda’s-catered events where the 
event staff were eager to get rid of whatever wasn’t eaten. It is pos- 
sible to go entire days off the free food you find, but I would not 

recommend this as long term. 

Ж”. One of the best ways to find free food is to use the internet. 
5 Go to the website for every office, center, academic department, 


and look at the events calendar, marking any event where you think 
there’d be free food. Go to Facebook, and then like the pages and 


F join the groups of anything Rutgers related. 
At college, we seek to acquire life hacks and marketable skills. 


Society is full of freerider opportunities, and a place like Rutgers is 


an excellent testing ground to learn them. This is a skill to be proud 
F U N of, and it is essential that we embrace the freeloader within us. ፪6) 
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ONE OF MY FRIENDS JUST CONVERTED 
TO VEGETARIANISM AFTER LOSING THIRTY 
POUNDS. ONE OF MY HOUSEMATES IS 
OBSESSED WITH THE TOXICITY OF FOODS 
AND OCCASIONALLY FINDS HERSELF ON 
FAD DIETS TRYING TO RID HER BODY OF 
TOXINS. MY SISTER WAS ON NUTRISYSTEM 
FORA MONTH IN AN ATTEMPT TO LOSE 
TWENTY POUNDS. 


Being a female college student in America at a uni- 
versity famed for fat sandwiches, you can almost 
expect to gain the freshman fifteen with ease, one 
drunken, late night sandwich at a time. This con- 
sciousness sheds light on a larger issue within Amer- 
ican culture: body image. 

I do not want to critique any person who is try- 
ing to better their health, body, mind, or trying to 
live a longer life in general. I myself eat healthily 
and work out regularly in order to keep my sanity. 
I do wish, however, to comment on the image of 
an ideal American body that our own culture bom- 
bards us with and that many of my female peers 
strive for. 1 am no stranger to body image issues; 
I struggled with an eating disorder in high school. 

Fortunately for me, my eating disorder dissi- 
pated as I learned not to equate a number on the 
scale with my self-worth. Unfortunately, for the col- 
lege and high school aged female population, body 


image ideals and issues still constitute many eating 
habits and actions. I see it all the time among my 
peers—the belief that a thinner, more “proportion- 
ate” physique will get you the man of your dreams, 
otherwise known as “happiness.” The thought that 
“Tf I look hot at bars then more guys will hit on me. 
171 feel good about all the work I’ve put into looking 
this way 一 it is a vicious cycle that is hard to break. 

Striving for a culturally ideal body type will not 
get you the man of your dreams. It might get you a 
shallow douchebag who likes you precisely because 
your body is bangin’. And if that’s good enough 
for you, don’t cry later about how said douchebag 
broke your heart. 

Working towards the American ideal of a fe- 
male body will not lead you to the love of your 
life, nor will it bring you any true happiness. Do- 
ing something for someone else and not truly for 
yourself will only serve to make you unhappy and 
perhaps a little self-loathing. What will make you 
happy is living life for yourself, and enjoying every 
minute of it. Eating that late night slice of drunken 
pizza will not derail your diet or make you gain five 
hundred pounds. It may make you happy and pos- 
sibly help with the hangover you'll probably end up 
with come morning. So to college girls everywhere: 
stop worrying about your body. It’s fine. The most 
beautiful people are the happiest. Enjoy that late 
night fat sandwich, because, after all, you’re not go- 
ing to be a drunk college student forever. ዕ 
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ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT 


THE GREAT GATSBY: 
FROM PRINT TO SCREEN 


ost of us had The Great Gatsby as- 
signed for a high school English 
class—if not, it’s definitely worth 
taking the time to read now. The 
novel is full of flawlessly intertwining 


events, rich with irony, heartbreak, 
and hope all at the same time. Fitzgerald’s writing 
lets you vividly imagine each character and scene, 
especially the notorious Gatsby parties. It takes 
collaboration and precise excellence on every as- 
pect involved to turn such a literary classic into a 
modern piece of artwork, and the film version of 
The Great Gatsby py Scott Fitzgerald succeeds on 
all fronts. 

The movie features talented actors, a soundtrack 
that includes famous artists of all genres, and a 
screenplay that represents the original literature 
well. Leonardo DiCaprio was cast as Jay Gatsby, 
Tobey Maguire as Nick Carraway, Carey Mulligan 
as Daisy Buchanan, and Joel Edgerton as Daisy’s 
husband Tom. It was imperative for the actors to do 
justice to Fitzgerald’s precisely defined characters, 
so that the story would have the same effect that the 
book leaves behind. DiCaprio, for example, had to 
embody Gatsby’s constant, unconditional love and 
desire for Daisy, while striving to be worthy of her 
and make her happy. Mulligan had to be beautiful, 
lovable, and complex yet shallow, while Edgerton 
had to portray a character you want to hate but still 
pity throughout the story. 

The soundtrack has an equal amount of tal- 
ent and fame as the casting. There is a wide range 
of popular names lending their talents to this 
soundtrack, creating a collection of diverse genres. 
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WORDS BY CASEY 


ART BY SATINDER 
KAUR BAWA 


PATCHUNKA 


Artists range from Jay-Z, will.i.am, and Beyoncé to 
Lana Del Rey, Sia, and Florence + The Machine. 
In the movie, hip-hop is combined with jazz, while 
indie pop meets swing music—an impressive musi- 
cal feat. The result is a soundtrack full of renditions 
of modern lyrics entwined with a 1920s swing and 
jazz flair, fitting in perfectly with the scenes and ar- 
tistic style. 

As you might expect from the same makers of 
the movie Moulin Rouge!, there were bright colors, 
fabulously extravagant costumes, overlaps of differ- 
ent frames, incredible graphics, and scenes includ- 
ing heavy emphasis on musical cohesion. While 
some viewed this as too dramatic, overdone and 
even possibly satirical, others thought this reflected 
Fitzgerald’s artistic fluency of writing in the novel— 
I believe the latter. In fact, many scenes were taken 
straight from the descriptive aspects of his writ- 
ing and were transformed into literal elements of 
the film. For example: “A breeze blew through the 
room, blew curtains in at one end and out the other 
like pale flags, twisting them up towards the frosted 
wedding-cake of the ceiling, and then rippled over 
the wine-coloured rug, making a shadow on it as 
wind does on the sea” was faithfully represented as 
a stream of long white curtains filling up the entire 
room as wind blew through the windows. 

These kinds of elements appeal to a certain 
type of moviegoer. Those who like artistic, inven- 
tive, and unique portrayals that take on classic 
books, encompassing music, literature, and film, 
should check out the modern trifecta of entertain- 
ment that is The Great Gatsby. © 


TAG, YOU'RE IT 


BY IVANA GARCES 
PHOTO BY JONATHAN GULO 


Social media is one form of participatory 
culture that plays an important role in how 
we communicate, but there are similar ways 
of connecting that don’t necessarily revolve 
around virtual time. Pm talking about “bomb- 
ing,” or in other words, tagging walls with your 
graffiti name. Graffiti, much like social media, 
is constant and ever- 
evolving. It increases in 
size, scale, and quality 
and creates mass con- 
with people 
because it is presented 
within a public space where everyone sees the 
message. Just like a Tweet or Facebook post, 
whoever is in the vicinity of the message gets 
the update, whether they are affiliated with the 
graffiti movement or not. 

The location is also a key factor in how suc- 
cessfully your tags connect with others. One of 
the most eye-catching ways to get your name 
out there is to create a “heaven” spot. These 
pieces are recognized by the impossibly high 
locations that seem outrageous for one person 
to have reached alone. A common heaven spot 


nections 


is on the back of highway signs or large water 


THIS IS HOW GRAFFITI 
ARTISTS COMMUNICATE 
AND COLLABORATE. 


owl or cocker spaniel? you decide. 


towers. It shows the public that it took time, ef- 
fort, and dedication to get up there unnoticed 
and create art for all to see, even if it’s as simple 
as a name in block letters. This is how graffiti 
artists communicate and collaborate. ‘Through 
artistic challenges and great heights, they defy 
the typical modes of participatory culture 
we all experience as so- 
cial human beings. This 
type of communication, 
though quiet, can cause a 
stir among those who pay 
attention to graffiti. Word 
of mouth spreading about the latest tag makes 
other artists competitive to reach even higher 
and up the risk factor. 

This is the essence of the graffiti culture. 
Graffiti artists know it takes a lot of cojones 
to pull off a truly interactive piece, but in the 
ways of communication we see this notoriety 
or legend in the making as a sign of respect. 
This is where friendships are made—the mo- 
ment one artist wants to surpass another out of 
respect for their achievement. Of course, it’s 
all in good jest… unless tag wars begin, but that 
is another story for another time. ዕ 
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ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT 


A READER S GUIDE 


WORDS AND ILLUSTRATIONS BY 
NICOLLE ROCHINO 


The webcomic medium is heavily underrated in mainstream so- ፣ 

ciety. Contrary to popular belief, they are not all made under READER'S GUIDE 
Jive minutes on Microsoft Paint, and no, they do not all contain 0 START THIS COMIC FROM 

veiny black and white faces. The following five webcomics have THE VERY FIRST PAGE. 

been hand-selected based on storyline, art, and of course, genu- © FPISODIC-STYLE COMIC. 

¿ne laughs. Explore them all if you want or pick w choose based START FROM THE BEGINNING OF ANY CHAPTER 


4 lity type. 
И ብ daly-cac comic. 


START ANYWHERE! 
THAT STUFF SENDS OYSTER 
Сат an MY THROAT. 


ACHEWOOD @ Ө 

ዖ [FOR THE PARTY ANIMAL) 

This details the lives of 5+ stuffed creatures living it up in 
Achewood Estates (which, among other things, involves bath- 
room parties, trips to Hell, and presidential campaigns). I was 
doubtful when this was first recommended to me because of 
the simple art style, but several times I couldn’t help but liter- 
ally burst out laughing at the ridiculous antics of Ray Smuck- 
les and the gang, Recommended storyline: Meeting Nice Pete. 


HIS ANSWER WAS NOT SURPRISING. LYLE 
WOULD NEVER BETRAY HIS BELOVED 
BROWN LIQUORS FOR ANY OTHER 

SUBSTAN CE. 


www.achewood.com 


THUNDERPAW: IN THE ASHES OF FIRE MOUNTAIN © 

(FOR THE MARY JANE ENTHUSIAST) 

Although being high would probably make the reading experi- 
ence even more enjoyable, you don’t have to light one up to 
appreciate this webcomic following two scruffy pals navigating 
their way through a neon-tinged, boldly-flashing apocalypse. 
The art is unmistakably wonderful, and animated panels just 
add to the intrigue. Once you start from the beginning, you will 
want to keep going even if you don’t know where Bruno and 
Ollie will go next. http://thunderpaw.co/ 
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ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT 


10 WEBCOMICS 


А LENE HE FLOATING IN) aia, 
SPACE FoR 20 


NINE PLANETS WITHOUT INTELLIGENT LIFE @ 

[FOR THE EXISTENTIAL INTELLEGTUAL) 

This comic is a true gem. It breaks barriers not only with its un- 
orthodox strip structure but also with its unique storyline. The 
tme of human civilization is over, and the only inhabitants of 
the solar system are the robots man created. Two of those ro- 
bots, Chris and Ben, just find out that they have been replaced 
by newer models and take a road trip across the solar system to 
find their greater purpose. Read this story from the start and 
you too will be drawn in for the ride. www.bohemiandrive.com 


LACKADAISY @ 

(FOR THE HISTORY FREAK) 

It’s the late 1920s and the American Prohibition is in full swing. 
This comic follows a covert gang of moonshiners, dealers, up- 
to-no-good-er’s...but most importantly, cats! Why cats? Accord- 
ing to the author's FAQ, cats, with their silly facial expressions, 
are simply more fun to draw. Open up just one page (which 
takes the author about a month to create) of this webcomic 
and your jaw will almost drop at the intensity of the detail 
etched in every panel. http://lackadaisycats.com/ 


T CAN'T GELIEVE You 
GOT RID оғ YOUR, 
BEARD, MAREK 


OCTOPUS PIE © 

(FOR THE RELUCTANT HIPSTER) 

There is just something totally relatable in this comic’s cast of 
characters. It is very much like How I Met Your Mother in that 
it involves a chummy group of friends from New York City, 
except in this comic, this chummy group of friends is pretty 
much broke and they are—dare I say 1t?—hipsters. (They are 
not explicitly referred to as this in the comic, but it is pretty 
much implied by the fact that the main protagonist works in 
an organic food store). Recommended storyline: Natural Phe- 
nomenon. www.octopuspie.com 


To SEE YOR CRA 
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FEATURE 


WHAT IS YOUR 
ATTITUDE TOWARD 


ANIMAL COLLECTIVE? 


YOU SHOULDN'T KEEP 
ANIMALS IN CAGES. 


_ am ር: 


I LOVE THEM 
THEY ARE MY WAKE UP MUSIC! 


I KEPT THE SAME PAIR 
WHEN IS THE LAST TIME |— SINCE THE EIGHTH GRADE. 


YOU BOUGHT A PAIR SO MANY MEMORIES. 


OF COMBAT BOOTS? 
| GRUNGE IS DEAD. DO YOU LIKE 
ГМ NOT WEARING PICTURES OF BUTTS? 
COMBAT BOOTS. 
LAST WEEK 
FROM THE THRIFT 
STORE OF COURSE! 
OF COURSE. BUTTS ARE 


DUHFEST. GROSS. 


WHAT KIND OF MOSHING IS GREAT, 
DANCING DO YOU ® IT’S ALL I DO AT PARTIES. 


DO AT PARTIES? WHICH ARE REALLY 
BASEMENT SHOWS. 


HOW DO YOU FEEL 
ABOUT MOSHING? 


TWO WORDS: 
GRIND TRAIN. 
| DON’T LIKE 
OTHER SWEATY BODIES 
TOUCHING ME. 
COULD YOU WHAT IF SOMEONE 


ELSE’S SAFETY PIN GETS 
CAUGHT ON MY 
NEW SWEATER? 


REALLY GO FOR I’M ALREADY HOLDING 


’ ሙት AND INGESTING 
SOME TATA'S BOTH OF THOSE ITEMS. 


PIZZA AND A 
PBR RIGHT NOW? 


GOOD JOB! HELL 


I'D RATHER DIE YOU ARE ALREADY READING 
THAN DRINK PBR. THE RUTGERS REVIEW ነ 


n ei Nen: ` በበ 
; ü RUTGERS REVIEW! 


SHOULD YOU READ 
THE RUTGERS REVIEW? 


OUR WHOLE LIVES WE HAVE BEEN TOLD 
TO FIND OUT WHO WE ARE, AS IF LIFE IS 


HOW MANY DIETARY SOME KIND OF COMING-OF-AGE NOVEL. 


But let’s face it—we don’t have a damn 


RESTRICTIONS DO YOU HAVE? 


(EX. VEGAN, GLUTEN-FREE, 
CANNIBAL ONLY) 


clue. We snatch up anything we can get, 
forming a pile of defining traits. We spend 
enormous energy figuring out just the right 
amount of quippy individuating facts for 


our online dating profiles or an impressive 
LESS THAN 3 MORE THAN 3 array of Facebook likes. We take what we 
can get, adding up points and calculating 
scores and turning the page upside down, 
smiling when we get the result we secretly 


wanted (Gryffindor, anyone?). So, The Rut- 


WHAT'S YOUR FAVORITE gers Review invites you to grab a pen and look 
FLAVOR OF ICE CREAM? into the depths of your soul to gain a few 


fun shreds of meaningless insight into who 
the hell you are. Take from it what you will. 


VANILLA. LIKE MY SEX LIFE. 


DO YOU HAVE PHILOSOPHICAL 
CONVERSATIONS AT 3 AM ABOUT 


WHETHER OR NOT CATS CAN ГМ TOO COOL FOR THE 
REGULAR STUFF, SO MY FAVORITE 
COMMUNICATE WITH HUMANS መ ከ CHOCOLATE 
BUT JUST CHOOSE NOT Т0? CHIP GREEN TEA SMOOTHIES. 


NO, РМ SLEEPING. 


YES, AND THEY CAN. 


CATS ARE JUST SMUG 

BASTARDS WHO THINK 
THEY ARE TOO YOU SHOULD READ 

COOL TO TALK TO US. THE RUTGERS REVIEW. 


YES! 


WHICH FAT SANDWICH RU? 


—BY JOE DILEO- 


Do you like pork roll? (Or Taylor Ham...we’re not getting into this right now) 
(a) No 

(b) Yes 

(с) It’s iight 

(d) What the hell is pork roll? 


hich describes your typical mindset upon ordering a fat sandwich? 

I’m sober and would like a sandwich to sustain energy through the day 
I’m tipsy and would like to have a tasty sandwich 

I'm drunk and really, really hungry 


a 
b 
c 
d) I’m blacked out and have no regard for my health or well-being 


ү 
( 
( 
( 
( 


Besides meat, what is your key fat sandwich topping? 
(a) Fries 
(b) Mozzarella Sticks 
(c) Veggies 
(9) Sauces 


What is your key fat sandwich base ingredient? 
(a) Chicken fingers 
(b) Cheesesteak 
(c) Burger Patty 
(d) Gyro 
Which describes yourstypical mindset upon finishing a fat sandwich? 
(a) That hit the spot 
(b) Well I’m gonna regret that tomorrow 
(c) I'm still hungry 
(d) Sleep 


MOSTLY A'S: FAT DARRELL. 


Chicken fingers, mozzarella sticks, fries, marinara sauce. 


MOSTLY B'S: FAT BLUNT. 


Cheesesteak, pork roll, egg, fries, ketchup, mayo. 


MOSTLY C'S: FAT САТ. 


Burger, fries, mayo, lettuce, ketchup 


MOSTLY D'S: FAT PHILIPINO. 


Cheesesteak, chicken fingers, gyro, mozzarella sticks, fries, white sauce, hot sauce. 


FEATURE 


WHICH CONDIMENT RU? 


-BY LIZZIE ROBERTS- 


1) Ata party, you are most likely to: 
(a) Stand in the corner alone 
(b) Dance like no one is watching 
(c) Have a good time with your friends while talking to some fellow partygoers 
(d) Hang out just with your friends, dancing occasionally if a good song comes on 


2) Of the following, what is your favorite thing to do? 
(a) Read an obscure piece of literature and analyze it 
(b) _Rave ‘til dawn 
(c) Meet new people and hang out with your many friends 
(d) Engage in discussion іп a weekly book club with your close-knit circle of buddies 


3) You're in a philosophy class and a heated debate is taking place. You: 
(a) Speak once, only to offer a polarizing opinion that you firmly believe in 
(b) Passionately join in on the heated debate 
(c) Listen and learn 
(d) Fall asleep 


4) You decide you should start exercising. What are you most likely to pick? 
(a) Parkour 
(b) Insanity 

(c) A half hour jog with some crunches 

(d) A short walk and some stretching 


5) What is your favorite animal? 
(a) Snake 
(b) Squirrel 
(c) „Dog 
(dj Cat 


MOSTLY A'S: MUSTARD. 


You can be a bit of loner and often polarize people with your strong opinions. You have a few really good 
friends who enjoy the same obscure things you do. 


MOSTLY B'S: HOT SAUCE. 


You're a little on the crazy side and prefer high energy activities, like dancing and kickboxing. Your energy 
and flair for the dramatic can be a bit much for some people, but then again, you’re here to spice things up. 


MOSTLY C'S: KETCHUP. 


Liked by many, you are reliable and easygoing, with lots of friends. You like the simple things in life but like 
to occasionally have a couple drinks and get a little frisky, 


MOSTLY D'S: MAYO. 


You are stable and can be slightly boring, but alas, you bring comfort to many people. You are safe and 
reliable and most likely a very good friend. 
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WHICH FUELED BY RAMEN BAND RU? 


—BY TONI KWADZOGAH- 


If you felt compelled to tease your hair, wore brightly-colored skinny jeans, and incessantly fangirled over 
pop-punk band-boys during your/middle school years, you were probably a Fueled by Ramen fan. 


1) Your girlfriend breaks up with you. Do you: 

Write a very angry song about her? 

Write a, vague reference about her іп a song title, but don’t mention her in the song? 
Channel your energy into sensitive poetry and allude to her but never mention her? 
Mention her briefly in a list of other women you've had relationships with? 

Forget about her and make a badass techno-pop album? 


o do you call for a guest feature? 

Brendon Urie...if he’s not already guesting on one of the tracks. 
Guest...feature? Why? 

Do music videos count? 

Patrick Stump. Always call Patrick Stump. 

Leighton Meester. Fuck yeah. 


‘re putting together a new album. What do you do? 

Time to test the waters! 

Everything. 

| may or may not have lost my notebook with all the new songs. Let's make shit up! 
Call everyone we know to be on a track. Tie Patrick Stump tothe mixing board. 
Smoke a shitton of peyote. 


us or break up? 
An ambiguously worded hiatus: 
We're not breaking up! -Just...y’know...half our lineup is...leaving. 
Goodbye friends we are gone. 
Hiatus but wait no yeah we're all doing side projects. 
HA. NOPE. 


ich movie best describes your personality? 
The Lost Boys 

Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas 

Fast Times at Ridgemont High 
Trainspotting 

Enter the Void 


MOSTLY A'S: FALL OUT BOY. 

You're the eldest sibling that everyone looks up to. You're the one who got out of the house early, made a lot of money, and 
you generally support all your friends and family in whatever they want to do. People sometimes say you've missed a step or 
two; but you're not really invested in what everyone has to say anymore. Good for you! 


MOSTLY B'S: PANIC! AT THE DISCO. 


You're the middle sibling that really loves trying new things. You don’t just experiment; you throw yourself full tilt into 
different kinds of experiences, and whether they work out or not, you're happy that you tried it out anyway. 


MOSTLY C'S: THE ACADEMY IS... 

You are the dearly departed member of the family. The sensitive, sweet-eyed brother who knew how to turn a phrase and 
tune an acoustic. We miss you, and really hope you'll come back, but since you've changed your name and all, we're not 
holding out hope. 


MOSTLY D'S: GYM CLASS HEROES. 


You're the cool cousin who buys your younger family members alcohol when they ask for it. And only if they share. You like 
to start a lot of different interesting projects, but you alwaysreturn to the most important one. There's a bit of darkness in 
you, and sometimes it surfaces, but for the most part, everyone knows you as the chill, cool one. 


MOSTLY E'S: COBRA STARSHIP. 

You are the little brother that fucking loves to party. Everyone else likes a good time, but when you're there, you bring the 
house down, Literally. Some of your life decisions may not make the most sense, but you're too busy having fun to worry 
about it. 


WHICH WEIRD WORD RU? 


—BY KRISTIN BARESICH— 


You probably didn’t think that you could boil your soul down to just one word, but then again, you probably didn’t know 
that most of these words existed either. Take this quiz, boost your vocabulary, and revel in your own obscurity! 


|) What's your preferred method of transportation? 
a) Floating ona raft 

b) Bicycle 

c) Sheer force of will 

d) Segway 

e) Car 

Pick a pattern. 

a) Tie-dye 

b) Polka dots 

ር) Houndstooth 

d) Infinite spirals 

e) Stripes 

hat's your favorite kind of weather? 

a) Fog 

b) When the sun comes out right after it rains 
c) Lightning 

d) Acid rain 

e) Partly sunny and slightly breezy 


hat do you do when you're worried? 

a) Wander around aimlessly, zoning out and mumbling to yourself 
b) Meditate and think calm thoughts 

c) Retreat into isolation 

d) Make up a tribal dance and practice it in moments of high stress 
e) Listen to music or go for a run 


you were a dinosaur, what would you be? 
a) Triceratops 

b) Brontosaurus 

c) Pterodactyl 

d) Velociraptor 

e) Stegosaurus 


hat would you rather be doing at any given time? 
a) Floating down a river 

b) Sitting under a tree in the grass 

c) Shutting out the world with very loud music 
d) Protesting something 

e) Reading a good book 


MOSTLY A'S: MONDEGREEN. (MISHEARD LYRICS) 


Some call you oblivious; others say you space out a lot. You’re eternally in the Bubble—always a half step behind everyone 
else, still piecing together the conversation from five minutes ago, or generally confused by your surroundings. Sometimes 
even you're not sure if you actually understand the situation or if you've just gotten really good at pretending. 


MOSTLY B'S: PETRICHOR. (THE wav IT SMELLS OUTSIDE AFTER RAIN) 


You are quite literally a breath of fresh air. Your friends think your head is full of happy butterflies and good-smelling 
candles. Even if you don’t already do yoga, you're probably the rare person who’s actually capable of meditating for 20 
minutes and getting something out of it. 


MOSTLY C'S: PHOSPHENES. (THE LIGHTS vou SEE WHEN YOU CLOSE YOUR EYES AND PRESS YOUR HANDS TO THEM) 
Your brain is full of thoughts, but no one knows what they are. People may strive to figure you out, but few actually can. 
Or at least you wouldn’t admit it if they did. 


MOSTLY D'S: MORTON'S TOE. синем YOUR SECOND ТОЕ IS BIGGER THAN YOUR BIG TOE) 


You like to go against the grain. Morton's Toe is actually very common, but you celebrate your differences and enjoy 
bucking the trend. Who says that toes should go in descending height order anyway! Hooray for nonconformity! 


MOSTLY E'S: AGLET. (THE CLEAR PLASTIC TUBE AT THE END OF A SHOELACE) 
You are the voice of reason, the one who keeps the general sanity level from dipping perilously low. Sometimes you might 
feel taken for granted, but just remember that without you, the world would unravel. 


MUSIC 


CONFESSIONS OF A 


YOUTUBE 
MUSICIAN 


ННН BY LYANNE MARRERO ESE © Wa 


UNLESS YOU LIVE UNDER A ROCK, YOU'VE LISTENED TO 
YOUTUBE MUSICIANS AT SOME POINT. BUT NOWADAYS, 

IT’S NOT JUST COVER VIDEOS BEING UPLOADED—WE'RE 
TALKING VLOGS, TUMBLR, TWITTER, INSTAGRAM, AND SO 
ON. SOCIAL MEDIA IS UNDOUBTEDLY BECOMING A HUGELY 
POPULAR ALTERNATIVE PLATFORM FOR ARTISTS TO SHARE 
AND PROMOTE THEIR WORK. 
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I had the opportunity to talk (Le. 
Skype) with Landon Austin, a sing- 
er/songwriter based in Nashville, 
who’s achieved much of his success 
through YouTube videos and other 
media. Here’s what he had to say 
about the online landscape and the 
role it’s played in shaping his career. 


Lyanne Marrero: Did you start 
videos in college or after? 


Landon Austin: І started actually 
my last week home before I went 
to college. I did a video and it went 
semi-viral. It got almost a million 
views, which back in ‘07 was a lot. 
And I was like, this is really cool, how 
can I get more views? But it wasn’t 
that easy, and for years I would post 
videos here and there and they'd get 
no views, but I liked it and I thought 
it was so much fun, and I would 
never take it seriously. And finally it 
was like, I need to feed myself, so I 
poured my heart into it and it just 
kind of took off. 


LM: So while in college you entered 
the Doritos “Crash the Super Bowl” 
contest? 


LA: That was a competition that 
was hosted by Frito Lay and Inter- 
scope. And it was pretty much [...] 
with online voting you become a top 
10 finalist. So I made it there and 
then people voted me to top three 
and the winner was going to have an 
original song of theirs aired during 
the Super Bowl. And so they filmed 
a music video for me, took me to 
downtown LA, did all these things, 
got to open for Boys Like Girls and 
Counting Crows. And just all these 
big opportunities and interviews and 
went to the Super Bowl [...] I ended 
up not winning, but that’s okay. They 
still gave me a ton of opportunities. 


LM: I personally have mixed feel- 
ings about the YouTube community 


and technology and social media in 
general. I like cooking for instance, 
so I watch a lot of tutorials on You- 
‘Tube, but at the same time there are 
a lot of things on there that make 
me wonder what’s wrong with our 
generation. I mean, you’ve obviously 
had an excellent experience, but 
what do you say about YouTube as 
a whole? 


LA: Pm curious what you mean 
about those instances where it’s like, 
“What’s wrong with our generation?” 
I mean, I feel that way when I look 
on Instagram and every picture is a 
selfie. But I’ve never had a moment 
like that on YouTube. It depends on 
what people are sharing and who 
you're subscribed to, but I think 
what’s scary about YouTube is it can 
come across as conceited or like, “My 
life is so interesting, so you should 
see it.” That’s why I was always so 
hesitant to do things like vlogs. [...] 
I don’t ever want my videos to come 
across like, hey, you need to know 
this about me; like, I ate a sandwich 
today and you need to know that. I 
want to entertain people and if peo- 
ple are like, you know what, you’re 
full of yourself and I don’t care to 
watch this, then 171 stop making it. 
But for the most part, people have 
been very supportive and seem to be 
entertained. 


LA: How do you think all of this ex- 
tra marketing with vlogs and Twitter 
and Instagram has helped you, as 
opposed to just domg music videos 
on YouTube? 


LM: It’s ultimately given me a ca- 
reer and an audience. But there are 
two trains of thought on this: I have 
friends who are musicians who don’t 
want people invested in their per- 
sonal lives at all because they want 
that mystique of being some sort of 
unapproachable musician. And that 
works for people; it’s worked for a 


MUSIC 


hundred years for a lot of artists. But 
for me personally, the people who 
listen to me and support me, I genu- 
inely want to get to know them the 
best I can. I know it’s not physically 
possible for me to get to know every- 
one, so I don’t mind tweeting people 
or Instagramming pictures of my life 
and vlogging and talking about ques- 
tions that they want to talk about 
and doing group chats or Skype calls. 


LM: What are the pitfalls of this 
though? What’s the negative side of 
putting yourself out there (or at least, 
what we’re led to believe is who you 
really are)? 


IT WAS LIKE, | NEED TO 
FEED MYSELF, SO | POURED 
MY HEART INTO IT AND IT 
JUST KIND OF TOOK OFF. 
፡፡፡፡ጩጩ 


LA: It definitely opens up the door 
for people to not like you for reasons 
other than your music. I could say 
something by accident or do some- 
thing and people could be like, oh I 
don’t like you, I’m not gonna listen 
to your music anymore. You have to 
be careful, but for the most part, it’s 
been a really good experience and 
very positive. 


LM: What is your advice? Would 
you suggest that people market 
themselves on all this social media? 
Do you think that’s the best way? 


LA: I recommend it to а point. І 
think if you’re a musician, it’s amaz- 
ing. Posting videos on YouTube can 
do so much for you even Insta- 
gramming. Í get yelled at by certain 
people in my life if I don’t Instagram 
every day because you're not utiliz- 
ing this amazing tool. ፪፻ 
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MUSIC 


ARTIFACT OF A WAR 


WORDS BY ERICA SZKOLA 
PHOTOS BY AN 18 Ү.0. ERICA SZKOLA 


hree years ago I went to my 

first concert. I remember so 

vividly how excited I was 

when I opened my 18" birth- 
day card to find tickets to see 30 
Seconds to Mars, my favorite band. 
I cried in front of everyone. Look- 
ing back on it now, it’s kind of funny 
how dramatic teenage years can be, 
yet come to think of it, I’d still prob- 
ably have the same reaction today. 
Nevertheless, my dad drove me and 
a friend four hours away just to see 
them, and it was by far one of the 
best experiences I have ever had. 
I felt like it was just me, the band 
and the music ( and occasionally 
my camera...I had trouble putting 
it down. I was very excited, what 
can I say?). 

Although I might stil sing 
“The Kill” and “Kings and Queens” 
at the top of my lungs when no one 
is around—or near my room, at 
least—I never would have thought 
that such a successful band would 
have had their careers threatened. 
But 30 Seconds to Mars, known 
for their sold-out world tours and 
arenas, had a different story to tell 
just a few years ago. Directed by 
lead singer Jared Leto, Artifact, an 
award-winning documentary, was 
released following the band’s brutal 
lawsuit with their record label that 
nearly ruined it all. 

Before the making of their al- 
bum This is War, the band’s label 
Virgin/EMI filed a breach of con- 
tract suit for $30 million after the 
band tried to terminate their con- 
tract. “They weren’t addressing our 
concerns, so we chose to terminate 
with EMI,” Shannon Leto said in 
the documentary. What were the 
concerns? For one, the band never 
received payment for the sales of 
their albums. The band decided to 
pursue their album without a re- 


26 THE RUTGERS REVIEW September | October 2013 


cord label on board, which proved 
to be an even bigger challenge than 
expected. With no money coming 
in, their savings were used to pay 
for a producer and their studio. 
“Sometimes we have to fight for 
what we believe in, in order to be 
free,” Jared Leto said in the docu- 
mentary. After nearly half a year, 
the fight finally came to a resolu- 
tion after the almost-destroyed EMI 
came up with a more appropriate 
renegotiation. 

The film was a personal and 
very revealing documentary—not 
only about Jared, Shannon and 
Tomo and the lawsuit, but also 
about how corrupt and broken the 
music industry can be. It was dis- 
gusting to learn that the industry is 
capable of being so unfair to their 
own artists—the people who are 
providing them with the revenue. 
The documentary included the in- 
side scoop from artists such as Ches- 
ter Bennington from Linkin Park, 
Serj Tankian from System of a 
Down and others who felt the sting 
of their record labels. 30 Seconds 
to Mars went on to sell nearly two 
million copies of “This is War,” and 
have yet to be paid for the album 
sales. According to EMI, 30STM is 
still $1.7 million in debt to them. 

Artifact premiered on August 31 
and I was stunned at the amount of 
feedback it received. After watch- 
ing it for myself, I have even more 
respect for 30 Seconds to Mars and 
their enduring passion and faith in 
their music. During this turbulent 
moment in their careers, it’s safe to 
say that no one was certain what the 
outcome would be. They touched 
me not only with their music, but 
with the dedication they had for 
what they believed in. ፊቕ 


SELL OUT BOY? 


MUSIC 


BY ТОМІ KWADZOGAH 


I hate the term sellout. I’m hostile about it. If you 
call someone a sellout in front of me, you better 
back it up with labeled evidence, a twenty page 
dissertation, and a comparison chart. Even then, I 
won't believe you. Sure, there are some cases where 
bands are compromising their morals 
for a quick buck, but people use this 
term too loosely at this point. The fu- 
ror around Fall Out Boy is the focus of 
my vitriol, because I get really angry 
when people say that they’re not “be- 
ing true to their sound.” 

First, let me just tell you how fucking preten- 
tious you sound when you say shit like this. It’s em- 
barrassing. So stop. 

Second, and most importantly, you’re wrong. 
We call Take This to Your Grave pop-punk because 
that’s exactly what it is. To be honest, the only thing 
that makes it pop is Patrick’s voice. The musicality 
itself is hella punk. Take three minutes and listen to 

“Reinventing the Wheel to Run Myself Over.” 

From Under the Cork Tree veers more toward 
pop due to its more polished sound. Bear in mind 
that Zake This to Your Grave was recorded when the 
band slept on floors and drank soda because they 
couldn’t afford food. From Under the Cork Tree was re- 
corded with Island Records. Then there’s Infinity on 
High, which was the album people really started to 
complain about change. The sound was soulful, be- 
cause they started incorporating more of the things 
that influenced Patrick as an artist. Everyone else 
grew up on Pantera and Metallica and shit. Patrick 
had fuckin’ Prince and Michael Jackson. 

The album that everyone seems to hate the 
most is Folie д Deux, which I don’t understand, be- 
cause they didn’t change at all! Compared to Panic! 
At the Disco, who’ve been quite literally changing 


YOU'RE 
WRONG. 


their sound from one album to the other, Fall Out 
Boy is practically sealed in amber. 

So, the way I see it, there’s only one reasonable 
response to people yelling “sellout” to these dudes: 
they’re mad because their favorite is famous. Which 
is hilarious to me, because theoretical- 
ly, that’s the desired result for a great 
band, right? 

Artistic progression is natural, but 
that’s not why people are so angry. 
You can’t tell me that Fall Out Boy 
has changed. They’ve been pop-punk 
from Take This to Your Grave all the way through to 
Save Rock and Roll. 

With Save Rock and Roll, they don’t care about 
people’s opinions anymore. They’re here for the 
people that want to hear the songs, who are just 
as in love and devoted to the music as they are. 
They’re saving the genre from the people who think 
they can decide who belongs and who doesn’t. It’s 
a scary concept, when people say they don’t care 
about what the mainstream has to say. It means 
that they are set free. It means that they can’t be 
controlled anymore. That’s what Save Rock and Roll 
is. Naysayers no longer have any power over them, 
because now it’s not about making anyone happy 
but themselves. 

Hell, maybe I’m obtuse, but I can’t hear a so- 
called difference between any of their albums. The 
only thing I can pick out as different in Folie à Deux 
is the fact that Patrick Stump had more room to lay 
it down. He’s always been able to croon that way; 
he’s just more confident now. They’re the same 
band— it’s the way people respond to them that’s 
changed. Honestly, if that doesn’t work for you... 
sorry, not sorry? So, if you want the old shit, buy 


the old album. © 
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KANYE WEST AND 
GENDER POLITICS 


BY SARAH BETH KAYE 
ILLUSTRATION BY NICOLLE ROCHINO 


Though Kanye West’s new album, Yeezus, is suppos- 
edly collaborated by G-d, it is hardly a work of heav- 
enly art. The beats are sick, and the samples kind 
of blow your mind, but the lyrics make me want to 
come together with my fellow sisters around a camp- 
fire to burn our bras in protest against the patriarchy. 

Why? Because Kanye West’s lyrics are a tall 
cold glass of haterade toward women. 

When West raps, “You see, there’s leaders and 
there's followers/ But Pd rather be a dick than a 
swallower” on “New Slaves” he claims there are two 
kinds of people: those with power and those without. 

Who has power? Surely not the woman on her 
knees, but the person who’s pushing her head down. 
West argues that women are inherently followers 
without power because they are submissive to men. 

When he’s not receiving oral sex (most definitely 
not reciprocated!), he’s rapping about using women 
as various items. For example: places to rest his fists, 
a way to spread sweet and sour sauce, fetching water 
to drink, or a cubby to put his penis inside of. It’s 
good to be useful? 

Maybe next album, Kanye will recognize wom- 
en’s potential as human beings with thoughts and 
feelings. Or the female species will be upgraded to 
the designated sandwich maker. 

In “Bound 2,” Kanye expresses his desires, say- 
ing, “I want to fuck you hard on the sink/ After that 
give you something to drink.” How about “I want to 
have a nice conversation with you/ And then take 
you out to dinner”? Not as catchy, I guess. Then, 
what drink will he offer after the deed is done? One 
hint: not grape juice. 

Recently, Kanye West fathered a child eccentri- 
cally named North. Putting aside the fact that North 
West is a beyond-ridiculous full name, I wonder if 
his lyrics are going to change. Now that he has a 
little girl whom he should love and adore to the ends 
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of the earth, will he think about the influence he has 
on men and their treatment of women? Or will he 
just start rapping about how he’ll kill anyone who 
goes near her in-between the time he’s busy fucking 
bitches and getting money? My guess: the latter. 

West sums up his attitude towards women quite 
nicely in his song “Hold My Liquor.” “One more 
fuck and I can own ya,” he raps. Using sex as a way 
to obtain power is one of Kanye’s oldest tricks in 
the book. Is it working? Гт not sure, but people 
keep buying his albums, so the audience 1s definitely 
owned in some way. 

The most bothersome part of the incessant 
barrage of misogyny is how Kanye West constantly 
raps about race relations and how black people are 
being held back in society. In “New Slaves,” Kanye 
addresses race relations and the very real problems 
people of color encounter in American society. But 
what about the women? Although men are encour- 
aged to break down this oppressive system, women 
remain sidekicks and sex objects. 

Where are the strong women who are going 
to change the status quo? The fighters and the fed- 
up who are going to push for equality? According 
to Kanye West, they’re waiting for him in the club 
in their tightest dresses. How can Kanye push for 
equality when he personally disrespects, objectifies, 
and serves as an aggressor toward half of the popu- 
lation? 

Yeezus, Kanye West’s newest chart topping al- 
bum, makes a statement about his own version of 
society: one where men have all the power, and 
women have small supporting roles. Instead of 
praising Kanye West’s disgusting lyrics and constant 
misogyny, let’s switch the focus to artists who are 
changing the status quo. @ 


ALL OUT OF 


la 


WORDS BY 
KATIE SOTO 


THIS TIME, IT'S NOT ME. IT’S YOU, AND WHAT YOU HAVE BECOME. THOUGH | 
STILL LOVE YOU, YOU HAVE CHANGED. EDM, YOU HAVE DISAPPOINTED ME, 
WHICH IS WHY WE NEED A BREAK. 


It crept up. I heard the (infamous drops of dubstep from long-unrecognized DJs infiltrating radio 
stations. Now, this newly-surfaced culture is everywhere. The result of such recognition is the full-blown 
trend which blurs the line between the music and its associated sex/drug culture. 

My last attempt was Electric Zoo, New York’s electronic festival. I easily picked out the dazed kids. 
Due to the highly-publicized, fatal overdose that transpired, it has become clear fans attend for the 
opportunity to abuse drugs. Molly (a purer form of MDMA/ecstasy) has become so commonplace in 
EDM— and further, leaking into other genres: namely, Miley Cyrus’ “dancing with molly” lyrics. 

Today’s DJs take full advantage of popular culture and social media, using these platforms for end- 
less self-advertisement. Fred Armisen and Carrie Brownstein of Portlandia (IFC’s satirical gem) had the 
balls to poke fun, playing out a scene in which everyone (even Carrie’s mom) was a DJ, promoting their 
upcoming shows. The message is clear: too many DJs, too little time, too little originality. 

I pray this whole ordeal is yet another fleeting trend so I can return to my love. I will pine, listen 
to the classics in my room, and cringe in embarrassment for its current state. So for now, I’m over it. ዕ 


MUSIC 
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INK ON SKIN 


BY ALLISON CHAYYA 


I can still remember sitting on that couch, leather up- 
holstery creaking under my clenched fingers. The 
characteristic buzz of the tattoo gun, vibrating faster 
than a hummingbird’s heart and pulsing ink into skin, 
drowning out conversation. And I was up next. I had 
just turned nineteen and the tattoo I was finally getting 
had been on my mind for at least three years. Simple, 
black line art and fairly small — to be nestled just un- 
derneath the bend of my left elbow. Everything had its 
perfect significance to me: the location followed the run 
of my heartbeat (just like the reasoning for a wedding 
ring being worn on the second to last finger of the left 
hand), followed the vena amoris. The old-fashioned infin- 
ity symbol taken from a concept voiced by many writ- 
ers before me: the idea that immortality was achieved 
through your writing, that your body was finite but your 
impression on this world could be infinite. 

And I can still remember the exact look on my 
mother’s face when I proudly peeled back the tarp-lined 


bandage. The tone of her words is etched in my mind 


as permanently as the infinity sign is in my skin: “It’s so 
big, Allie!” For the sake of the reader, let me describe this 
tattoo: it’s just over a square-inch, two black-line loops 
pressed together as if they were kissing. The lines aren’t 
all that thick, not much more to it than a line drawn by a 
standard Sharpie. However, to my mother (who, by the 
way, wants her own tattoo, paid for this tattoo as part 
of my late high school graduation present, and did the 
same for my brother’s first tattoo), it was enormous, it 
was monstrous, it was a mistake. 

Nineteen-year-old me delighted in my mother’s 
horror. 

Six months later and I was laid out under the same 
artist’s needle for my second appointment. He was my 
artist now. This was my regular tattoo place. Over the 
next three years, I would get two more tattoos under 
that roof and to this day I have never regretted one of 
them. Not for longer than a few minutes, at least. 

None of my tattoos are in especially conspicuous 
places: below my elbow, down the side of one leg, down 
the side of my ribs and on the back of one shoulder. 
They all have a significance to me that I know will never 
be erased (three referring to writing and literature and 
one referring to the meditation that has stabilized my 
anxiety disorder). I love each of my tattoos and I know 
ГЇЇ love all the ones I get in the future. But that doesn’t 


stop the tinge of something close to shame that pinch- 
es in my chest every time someone asks “What is that 
gonna look like when you're sixty?” “Arent you wor- 
ried about getting a job?” “Why would you get that and 
why would you get it tere?” There’s also a running joke 
among my friends and family that my infinity sign is an 
eight on its side, so that I never forget my street address. 
Hilarious, guys, really. There’s the uncomfortability of 
having to explain the Bradbury quote on my leg, on tell- 
ing the story of the Fitzgerald quote on my shoulder, on 
having to elaborate on the four squares piled up my side 
(no, it’s not the world’s shittiest game of Tetris, as one of 
my cousins likes to claim). Seriously, if I had a nickel for 
every time I had to answer a question about my tattoos, 
I could pay my tuition several times over—and that’s 
just through the summer months of bathing suits and 
tank-tops. 

I don’t really have it all that bad, though. My tat- 
toos are symbols and words. They're black and simple, 
not that large, are usually fairly hidden, and all have 
some explanation that can be deemed “academic.” But 
that doesn’t mean that my tattoos are acceptable and 
others aren’t. My brother has the sparrow with wings 
spread over a sunrise that Johnny Depp sports as Cap- 
tain Jack Sparrow in Pirates of the Caribbean on his fore- 
arm. His girlfriend has a huge scene of a French café 
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and street done over her side and back. Do these tattoos 
mean any less than my infinity symbol? Do strangers 
have any more right to scorn their body art than they 
do mine? 

The answer is a resounding “HELL NO.” The fact 
of the matter is that this is my skin. I will do to it what I 
want, whatever I can to make it feel more like mine. We 
live in an awful social climate that constantly tells us we 
are physically not good enough. Everything about our 
appearance must be altered to fit some elusive standard 
model. It’s only been the past couple of years that I’ve 
finally become more than comfortable within my liv- 
ing skin—I’ve become confident. (Over-confident, most 
likely, but I own that.) When I look in the mirror, I love 
every inch of my skin, especially the interruptions on it 
in the form of solid (and beautifully rendered, thanks to 
Midge, Evan and Marz at Revolver) black lines. 

50 bring on the jokes, the faux-concern of how ГЇЇ 
ever get a job, the “innocent” wondering of what those 
black lines will look like when I’m a grandmother. These 
tattoos are a part of me, like their lines were prescribed 
to me at birth and have just been waiting to be filled 
in. If anyone has a serious problem with them being 
permanently (and so lovingly) printed on my skin, then I 
don’t really want the job or friendship or cheap version 


of “respect” they would have offered me otherwise. © 


ё 


ECLECTIC NEW BRUNSWICK 


WORDS BY KATELYN DEVINE 
PHOTO BY M.A. NASER 


We pick an afternoon each summer to 
move some furniture into my new apart- 
ment in New Brunswick. My father and I 
drive up Route 18 in the pickup truck he 
bought when I was twelve. Back then he 
told me he’d be driving me to college in 
it someday. Now I’m twenty-one and my 
dear old dad was right. This is the last year 
that we live out his prediction, and I’m 
racked with nostalgia and gratitude. 

We drive through East Brunswick 
traffic lights towards the College Avenue 
exit. We're greeted by the “PK kid” graf- 
fiti on the train bridge. The waters of the 
Raritan glisten. The pristine Johnson and 
Johnson building stands tall. I remember 
I thought it was a Rutgers building until I 
transferred here my sophomore year. 

These sights remind me of two sum- 
mers ago, when we were making this drive 
to my first apartment on Hamilton Street. 
I had three roommates and one commut- 
ing friend who slept on the couch so much 
she may as well have paid utilities. That 
November we threw a party, and 1 sprayed 
the hose on a couple making out in my 
kitchen sink. We made hundreds of dol- 
lars charging everyone five at the door and 
the next night took the train into Manhat- 
tan to spend our earnings on dinner and 
drinks. The window in my bedroom there 
brought the winter sun to my face every 
morning so I never had to use an alarm 
clock. I microwaved meals in that house, 
met new people in that house, fell in love 
in that house. 

My best friend’s apartment was around 
the corner on Robinson Street. She had 
a tie-dye painted lightbulb that made her 
bedroom feel serene and cool. The dark 
wood that framed her windows and doors 
was ruined by thumbtack holes like pores 


on a close-up face. I can smell the back- 
yard fires we had, when we were thrilled 
it was sixty degrees in March, drinking 
summer-y beers already. On warmer days, 
we crawled out her window onto the porch 
roof hoping that it wouldn’t cave in. Some 
nights we sat out there and watched every- 
one plodding from keg to keg like ants in 
short skirts, and we laughed. Other nights 
we too frequented the basements. 

Our rented apartments in New 
Brunswick are like worn-in shoes. They 
are comfortable, stained, sometimes they 
smell, but they take us places. In these 
apartments I met memorable people, did 
surprising things, read life-changing words. 
I have also from my window seen moth- 
ers pushing baby strollers along the side- 
walk, strewn with cigarette butts and glass 
bottles. Гуе lived next door to a couple in 
their eighties, and always wondered how 
they slept. Гуе seen businesses open and 
close. Pve been asked for spare change. 
Гуе written 20 page papers. I usually can’t 
make sense of this city, but I seek inspi- 
ration in the grit and strangeness of it all. 
New Brunswick is anything but consistent, 
and in that lies its character. 

There are days when I wake up in 
New Brunswick, a kaleidoscope of pretty 
and ugly, of litter and of art, and imag- 
ine the next place ГЇЇ live. Sometimes ГЇЇ 
dream of a more charming apartment in a 
more put-together city. But then I remem- 
ber all the fondness I have for what is here. 
There is an ease I feel because I live here, 
in eclectic New Brunswick, where so many 
come, all with different circumstances, to 
make a life and share a city. 
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4 IL ery all your tears, 
` Let hens make you believe 
ነ k That you are exactly what Гуе been waiting for, 
\ Coming through the sunlight; / 
ዒ Lick those salty drops, 


Falling from your eyes, 
Like koi in a waterfall. 


I will show you yourself through me. 
Unwrap your hurt from the curves 
Of your back and 

Promise the curl of your lips 

That I will stay the night; 

Soft angelic petals. 


Where is love now? 

In my room that is ours. 
Our doors, our shutters. 

So feel free to take the peach 
On my counter and 

Do with it as you wish. 
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RUTGERS REFLECTIONS 


WORDS BY 
JOE DILEO 
PHOTO BY 
NICK PERRONE 


Three years ago my roommate compared the fresh- 
man experience to being at Disneyland. There we 
all were—a motley assortment of teenagers fresh 
from our hometown glory days thrown together in 
a Livingston Quad. Freshman year was filled with 
naive and guiltless spontaneity. Everything I did 
was an awestruck contrast to high school. 

It’s 3 AM...on a SCHOOL NIGHT... But who cares 
because my first class is at... 1:10//// 

Tm drunk on a... MONDAY?! 

Smoke and play Frisbee?... When in Romel! 

I remember how the endless rush of that year 
culminated in Rutgersfest. I still went to my morn- 
ing class that Friday, and some girls on the bus were 
already dressed in their shitshow getups for later. 
I felt a sense of angsty turbulence like I was in a 
game-time locker room and couldn’t wait to see the 
town erupt into a frenzy of hedonistic fun. All of 
the debauchery just felt mght—as if we all had no 
other purpose that weekend than to go on a whim 
and sponge up as much future nostalgia as possible. 

Last spring my roommate and I found our- 
selves in front of a computer screen, both being 
shown a video of the crazy St. Patty’s festivities that 
go on down at WVU. After seeing enough drunk 
faces react to the camera like zoo animals we both 
realized for the first time that the true spontane- 


stupid biddies, get off my lawn 


ous and fleeting essence of our freshman year had 
burnt out into a nostalgic afterglow. 

Pd like to blame Rutgers. Oh boy would I 
like to. I seethe at the pathetic artificiality of the 
stock photos lining the construction site by the old 
Grease Trucks. They used to be our tiny little hub 
of college culture and notoriety, lined with curling, 
fading photos of us and our finite college experi- 
ences. And of course Rutgersfest descends deeper 
into college lore with each graduating class, the 
result of a few bad out-of-towners. Rutgersfest and 
the Trucks were our little claim to legitimacy, to 
help us at least try to stack up with the big boys of 
colleges—the Penn States, the Marylands, and so 
on. Now it just seems that we’re another big school 
with an average-ish football team (please prove me 
wrong, boys) and a decent nightlife. 

Or maybe I’m just an old veteran. Pm three 
years removed from the wide-eyed go-around of 
freshman year. Everyone’s settled into their grooves, 
drinking and smoking is no sacred rite anymore, 
and most times І try to recapture that pure essence 
of that great first year, it carries the nagging guilt of 
not being more productive. 

So here I am, on the verge of one last year. 
For what it’s worth, this is the last gasp of an 
experience that ГЇЇ never get to recapture ever 
again. In this moment I’m still here and I still have 
a story to seal. I hope I make the best of it, and I 
hope you do too. © 
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ULTIMATUM 


Motionless I lay, 
Stupefied, these doubts 
Before me; 

Victimized, this shame, 
Behind me. 


Shackled to your vice, 
Still hopelessly bound 
To ruthless fear 

To fervid hate 

Within myself. 


So sedentary, 

So dormant, 

So abject 1 am; 

My skin has become 
Cauterized to your tomb. 


But against my faith, 
A faint light seeps through, 


Gently kissing these wounds, 


Illuminating the split 


Between fate and purpose. 


This sharp distinction, 
So strikingly clear, 
Lets me see 

Fate is my illusion 
And purpose still 
My decision. 

Taste of sobriety, 
Caressing my lips, 
Tightly clinging to 
The gasps of breath 
Pve held in for years. 


This pivotal moment 
Where I dare to fail 

Is marked by 

The shrill, shearing sound 
Of tearing my flesh. 

I have found the will 

In my decision 

To trade old anguish 

For the agony 

Of making myself new. 
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Staggering to my feet, 
Regaining my senses, 
To feel and not numb, 
‘To touch and not hurt, 
To love and not loathe. 


This prison erodes; 
These threatened walls 
Tremble around me 
As I cut away 

Your parasitic ties. 


I will take refuge, 

In my own self-control. 
That my identity 

Is shaped only by 
Choices of my own. 


I then resolve, 

Your end is not mine. 
Your grief-ridden nature 
Will plague me 

No more. 

My ungraceful sprint, 

A bloodied escape, 

I run, run 

Into the gentle light’s glare, 
Terrified, but dignified. 
Embracing the warmth, 
I have emerged 

From out of this hell, 
Battered and scarred, 
But alive just the same. 


I am free. 


Words by Justin Rodriguez 
Illustration by Jordan Wason 
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he first time 1 was face-to-face with death was in 

November 2001 when my paternal grandfather 

died. 1 was nine, and though much of the world was 

not quite in perspective for me, I gained a fuller un- 
derstanding of death. Before, death was a concept 1 was 
aware, and greatly frightened, of. 

From that moment on, 1 never feared death again. ላ 
bold claim for a child, but upon grasping the concept, I 
understood its inevitability. Recently however, I grew a 
very similar fear—that of aging. Aging too is inevitable, 
but pardon the pun here, there are many more wrinkles. 

Everyone gets old, but how one ages varies from per- 
son to person. Some remain sharp as a tack, tackling New 
York Times crosswords at a breakneck pace with audi- 
tory capacities of someone half their age. However, some 
elderly folks begin to lose mental function with an ever- 
steepening decline. 

The possibility of aging and losing a step here and 
there terrifies me. Because it’s not set in stone. Things are 
unsettling when left to chance. I have nightmares about 
the grey area. 

Гуе dealt with this first-hand over the last few years as 
my grandmother has been steadily slipping. I didn’t notice 
it at first, her occasionally forgetting the name of an in- 
law or two, but who could blame her? Her husband had 
nine siblings! 

But in the last year or so, it has become quite appar- 
ent. Simple tasks like placing and receiving telephone calls 
require written instructions. She has forgotten how to set 


her security system before leaving the house, resulting in 
her town’s police coming to the house three times in a 


span of five days, only to find it empty. 
ON AG | NO Pve watched my father, a vibrant sixty-two year old 
guy who looks barely two-thirds of that age, grow weary 
WORDS BY DALTON MACK and defeated after visiting her house. He’s in an unwinna- 
PHOTO BY M.A. NASER ble situation: If he doesn’t visit, he feels like a bad son, but 


when he does, he’s explaining concepts a seven-year-old 
would find simple, screaming because she can’t hear, being 
“And I am not frightened of dying, any told that no matter what he does, it’s never enough. And 
time will do, I don’t mind. he’s always there. Pm not ied to seeing the biggest role 
| . model in my life sad, and I can’t help but get depressed. 
Why should I be frightened of dying? I try to follow suit and be a good grandson, but I’m in 


There’s no reason for ¿L college and can’t be there for her all the time. She says she 


5 РОС understands it, but her eyes tell another story. І love her 
you ve gotta go sometime. 


— “Great Gig in the Sky,” Pink Floyd difficult. It hurts to say, but Pd be lying otherwise. 
Death greets us but once; this is common knowledge. 


with every fiber of my being, but sometimes it becomes 


Age greets us too, but we never know how and when. And 
that scares the living shit out of me. ዕ 
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THERAPISTS CHAIRS 


WORDS BY LYANNE MARRERO // ILLUSTRATION BY JORDAN WASON 


Í suffer from homework-related anxiety, which I know sounds quite 
convenient. But seriously, just give me a paper to write and I turn into a mess. 
My parents, being quite Americanized by now, took me to a therapist when 
Г was thirteen. Present day: Гое been to seven. I don’t consider myself a difficult or 
hostile patient, but Гое just never found a good fit. Гт sure Fm not the 
first who has needed therapy because of past therapy (anyone?), but the following 
are a few psychiatric standouts: 


MY HIGH SCHOOL COUNSELOR/AP PSYCHOLOGY TEACHER 
He wasn’t my therapist but I did talk to him semi-frequently. He was harmlessly 
nice but I questioned whether or not he knew what he was talking about. As part 
of а class lesson, he had us watch “The Last Song” and analyze Miley Cyrus’s 
mood swings. He suggested I attend group therapy, which would have been 


fine except I got picked up in this big van from school. As if keeping a low p: ae N 
profile in high school wasn’t hard enough, I had to get into a van labeled “out- \ 7 \ 
patient substance abuse and psychiatric treatment center” in front of everyone. | 


THAT ONE OVERLY AGGRESSIVE LADY 
Looking back she was probably what I needed, but I got really sweaty when- 
ever I had to visit her office. She was one of the therapists at Brandeis and I 
accidentally insulted her at the first session by asking if she was a graduate student. 
Maybe I was wrong and she wasn’t upset but she did sort of grit and bear her 
teeth at me and it was alarming. 


THAT ONE OVERLY SWEET LADY 
She was my first therapist. Perhaps this is why I got hooked. She was really nice but 
never called me out on my crap. I could have told her I murdered someone and she 
wouldn’t have judged at all. She also had this habit of slipping and accidently telling 
me the names of other patients. 


THE CRAZY GERMAN DOCTOR 

She was qualified although elderly, which meant that she was often hard of 
hearing. This didn’t prove to be too frustrating for me but I imagine it was 
a problem if you had to shout something like “I can’t get an erection!” 


Her house had lots of character—all the furniture looked 50 years old, clas- 

sical music always played in the background, and it was in complete and total dis- 
array. She would ask for my history pretty much every session, write it on a post-it 
note in the tiniest handwriting possible, then lose it the next week. 


There were two cats although Pm tempted to say six because of the stench. She 

was constantly talking to them during our sessions, as in: “Mommy is working” or “I 
already gave you a snack.” I would almost always find one of the cats in “my” armchair 
and be forced to awkwardly hover in a corner until it was shooed. 


Her methods weren’t horrible. Whenever I had a breakthrough I had to physically pat 
myself on the back while she counted out each pat (usually five of them) and I would 
then receive a bird feather as a reward. 
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SLUT SHAMING AND 
VICTIM BLAMING 


WORDS BY ABI BRENNAN 
PHOTO BY NICK PERRONE 


I can’t drink Mountain Dew Code Red anymore. 
That’s what І had in my hand on December 20" at 1 
AM. I was trying to pull an all-nighter for a final I had 
the next day and was getting tired. I checked to see if 
any of my roommates wanted to grab a soda with me 
from the vending machine downstairs, but no one else 
wanted anything. I trekked downstairs alone in my pa- 
jamas. On my way back up, on the staircase landing of 
the sixth floor, there was a guy leaning against the wall 
staring at me. I avoided eye contact, feeling uncomfort- 
able immediately. Looking back I wish I had just turned 
around. 

I muttered an “excuse me,” in hopes he would 
make space for me to pass by. He didn’t move. I tried to 
squeeze past him quickly. I won’t go into detail about 
what happened, but I felt violated, and it has haunted 
me ever since. 

Afterwards my roommates went with me to the RA, 
who called the police. The way the officers treated me 
when they showed up was confusing: they asked me 
what I was wearing, what I was thinking going down 
there alone. They never outwardly said it, but I felt like it 
was my fault. Telling my parents was horrible. My mom 
begged me to come home, and my dad just seemed dis- 
appointed. The first thing he said was, “Why would you 
go down there alone at 1 AM?” and then “Why would 
you leave your apartment in your pajamas?” 

The next day me everyone in the Rutgers commu- 
nity got the crime alert. People started talking about 
it on Facebook. There were nice comments and sta- 
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tuses posted such as 
“Who would do that?” 
or “What kind of 
sick world do we live 


THEY NEVER 
OUTWARDLY SAID 


in?” But they weren’t 
enough to sugarcoat WAS MY FAULT. 
what else was written. 

“She was probably asking for it.” “What a slut!” “How 
stupid can you be to go down there alone at one in the 
morning?” The worst one was “Why was that a crime 
alert if he didn’t even rape her?” 

And that’s when it hit me. It is not my job to be 
prepared for a potential attack. I didn’t do anything 
wrong. Girls, especially here at Rutgers, should be able 
to walk to a vending machine in their building at night. 
College girls, and girls everywhere, should be able to be 
safe wherever they go. It says a lot about our society 
that we’re constantly hearing about attacks like these 
on the news. It makes you wonder about the ones we 
never even hear about. I thought a lot about including 
my name with this article, worried that everyone would 
know what happened to me. But if I could put his name 
on this, I would, because he should be embarrassed, not 
me. I am learning to cope with what happened to me, 
and that’s as far as I’ve gotten, a predicament that Рт 
sure many women like me are stuck in. I still can’t drink 
Mountain Dew Code Red, but someday ГЇЇ be able to, 
through the empowerment of knowing that it was not 


my fault. ዕ 


|], BUT | FELT LIKE IT 
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